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PROLOGUE! 


HE N madly zealous our Divines engage 
To mend the Morals of a vicious Ages | © © 
When Intereft only over Faith pręſides, 
And Fools or Knaves are Minifters and Guides; 
When Laws divine a Property are made,” 
And Blockheads deal in Scripture as a Trade: 
Honeſt the Hand whoſe Satyr would expoſe, 
O Sacred Truth, the greateſt of thy Foes ; | 
| And ſhew Mankind by what a monſtrous Courſe 
The Weak are vicious, and the Wicked worſe: © © 
No private Pique this Tuft Refentment draus, 
Or brands a wretched Squintum, or his Cauſ; 
But fince the Laws no Puniſhunent provide . 
For ſuch as draw the Multitude gde, *. 
Nie Poet ſeizes the corrective Rod, 
To ſcourge the bold Blaſphemer his Gd. 
Happy in this Dramatical Eſſay, 
If One ſhould ſee the Error of his Way; 
He heeds not what” a Sæctary replies, 
Nor fears the Anger which he muſt-deſpiſe, - 
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H 


I now ſubmitted to the Public View; 
in his Scenes Hypocriſy appears 


To wear ker Form of Sanfity and Years; TIS 


If ſecret Crimes are happily diſcles'd, 
And Vice at onte'is puniſſi d and 1 


F mird Virtue" has alarm'd a Fear, 


Or drawnfrom Ive, or Tenderneſs—a Tear, i 


His End is anfwer'd——for his only Aim 


Would reach Inflrufiion, and not ſear. to Fame; 


But if miſled, ſhould Fuftice know a Stand, 


Aud Rancqum fnatch the Pencil from her . 


Shauld Satyr. foo to give a lawleſs: Stroke, - 


And Truth be vanquiſh'd for an idle Foke; 
Should real Worth of Virulence. complain, - 7 


Or Merit feel a momentary Pain; A x 
He owns the Error with a no ene, 


And is himſelf; the very firſt to blame... 
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o well our r utter has 8 his Part, 
Or ſhewn a Knowledge of the human Heart; 
How well preſery'd the Characters he drew, 
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Enter Squintum and Mrs: Cole! 
Mrs. Co LR. 
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never waſh away the Remembrance 
of this Day's Diſgrace and then to 
be threatened with a Cart What 1 
who am as intimate with the Juffices as the Keeper 


7 0 | of 


much : all the Water in the Jordan can 
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of Newgate, aud are chro as Much Interettt is 
damn'd-lubberly Son of a—Lord have Mercy or 
me! What will ö this Houle n 
Abraham's Boſom ? - 


San. Daughter, I pray you moderate the ** 
__ your Reſentment, left it ſhould overflow the: 


of your Reaſon, and ſweep away all the cha-- 
ritable Landmarks of Chriſtianity, IL have taken ſo 
much Trouble to erect. Conſider that Revenge is 
a very e Ingredient in the Syſtem of the 
Heaft ; and that by being revengeful it is wicked, 
and"eonſcquently a great Wickedneſs to encourage 
it im the Mind—I fay therefore, Daughter, open the 
Eyes of your Underſtanding, and let Diſcretion- 
teach you how to guide your Steps. 
Mrs. Cale. O! the dear good Man! what a de- 


” lightful Way he has of inſtructing à Body !—But, 


Dear Sir, pleaſe to conſider that my Reputation is 
Hurt in the ſevereſt Degree; and can I patiently 
fer an Body to take away my good Name, 
without ſhewing the charitable Force of my whole 
Reſentment ; for as one of the prophane Fellows 
who delights the Eyes of the Play-loving Gene- 
ration of the Children of Vanity, at the next Door, 
when one of my Waiters ſtruck him a Punch in 
the Stomach, he cried out, Proud Spaniard thou 
hate feel me; and threw à Bottle of Port at the 
Fellow's Head: which unfortunately miſſed him, 
broke my large Looking Glas, and ſpoiled my 

S men Datta Window Curtains, Lam ſure they 
have- 
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have behaved like Spaniards and Turks to me, and 
yet I muſt be patient, forſooth. * 

Sgquint. Mrs. Cole, Nay, pray — ; 

Mrs. Cole. I know what you are going to ſay, 
Sir, but conſider that 1 have maintained her a 
long Time: cloathed her when ſhe was nakedy 
fed her when ſhe was hungry; and comforted her, 
in Diſtreſs ;-nay, Did I not bring her thrice a Day 
to the Tabernacle to receive your pious Inſtrue- 
tions? And yet, after all, when I was going to 
make a reaſonable Profit of what I had ſo generouſly 
Jupported, to find her run counter to all my. Ex- 
pectations, and throw herſelf upon the very filthy 
Fellow who has threatened me with a Cart—her 
Couſin indeed Ves, I ſuppaſe, yt this Time they 
are very loving Couſins. 

Squint. - Mrs, Cole, every Tar: of Fortune we 
are to look upon as happening for theo $268 
Mrs. Cole. I know, Sir, what you are going to 

fay ; for the better; but this is an Inſtance to the 

; contrary, for I am ſure theſe Crofles only happen 

1 for the worſe. Five and fifty good Pounds; beſides 

2 Wound to my Reputation that all tite Attend- 
ance of Doctor Rock can never heal up, could 
ſcarcely happen for the better, at a Time when 1 
am ſo regular in my Attendance at Tottenham Caurt, 
and the Moorfields Tabernacle —and ſo, I ſay again, 
1 Proud Shamiard thou ſhalt feel me; if there's e er 
an Oath to be had for Love or Money, w thin the 

Pariſn of &. Paul, Covent-Garden. 
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Sun. Truly, Mrs. Cole, 1 begin to be very 
much concerned about you; this is the ſecond Time 


: you have repeated an infernal Line out of a blaſ- 


phemous Play-book ; and what is a greater Scan- 
dal to Religion, a Line, if I miſtake not, written 
by a Miniſter of the Faith, in a diabolical Per- 


formance called The Revenge. Fine Inſtructions in- 


deed we are likely to have, when our Clergymen 
are more concerned about what they produce for 


the Stage, than what they compoſe for the Pulpit ! 
"Eine Times indeed are we likely to have, when ſuch 
2 Fellow as Foote is ſuffered to ridicule the ſancti- 


fied, the orthodox Diſcourſes which I myſelf have 


delivered at the Tabernacle, to the no ſmall Edifi- 


cation of Hundreds of poor Souls who wanted ſome 
Nouriſhment for a troubled Spirit.---I am, I fay, 
therefore, concerned to think that you, who are a 
real Pattern of the primitive Purity, ſhould pollute 


Four Mouth with the odious Repetition of thoſe 


nic Vamities. 
Mrs. Cole. Some Allowance, Sir, ſhould be ated 
* the Heat of Paſſion; this is one of the human In- 


- -firmities; and I am ſure I heard you ſay, Sir, notwith- 


landing your utmoſt Endeavours, you could never 


©  totallydiveſt yourſelf of it; and if ſo good, ſo great, 


l don't know what to ſay, but good and great 


Man as yourſelf is ever diſturbed by the Calami- 
ties of Life, F am ſure it's no Wonder that ſhould 
be affected. 0 

LI. W by, truly, 1 you ſay right. - 
3 Mrs. Cole. 


"_— 
i 
5 
4 RA 
Ts 
© -1 
Bs 
* A 
.,» 
1 
4 88 
TS | 
1 
1 3 4 
+. 
1 
1 
K 
1 
Wo * 
24 
"» 
4 
al 
”» 
= 
= 
A 
* 
5 
. * 
1 
= 
8 -\ 
-® 
74 : 
-I 
_ 4 
1 
_ 


The METHODIST. ; 


Mrs. Cole. In order, then, Sir, to procure Sa- 
tisfaction for the Injuries I have ſuffered, and in fome 
Meaſure to revenge the Affronts offered to Religion 
by the Abuſe of a Woman of my exemplary Life; 
I have a Scheme, Sir, upon which I ſhall beg the 
Favour of your Advice; and if your Aſſiſtance could 
be obtained, I am in no Fear of carrying it into 
Execution. | 

Squint. There's nothing, Mrs. Cole, -I can deny 
to a Woman of your extraordinary Virtue; much 
leſs refuſe to lend my helping Hand to any Thing 
that may be in the leaſt conducive to Religion. 
Mrs. Cole. Why then fimply, Sir, the Caſe is 
this : as that ungrateful Baggage, Lucy, has been 
the principal Cauſe of this Day's Diſturbance; I ſay 
the principal Means by which my hitherto unſul- 
lied Reputation has ſuffered, ſuppoſe 1 was to re- 
turn the Compliment, and wound hers. 

Squint. Explain, Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole. Why ſhe is to be married to this young 
Fellow, this Mr. Wealthy, To-morrow Morning: 
ſuppoſe we contrive ſome Means of making him 
believe ſhe has been already blown upon----The 
young Fellow has a pretty Sort of Pride about him, 
which I dare ſay would never ſuffer him to marry 
a Woman another Man had been free with. 

Squint. And what, Mrs. Cole, Would you endea- 
vour to blaſt an innocent young Woman's Reputa- 
tion, and deftroy the Peace of a Family that may 

poſſibly have ſet their Hearts upon this very Match 
* | * you 
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you would me to prevent? nn 
Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole. Lord, Sir, they don't 80 to the Tu: 
bernacle. - 

Sum. Why that's true, Mrs. Cole; and though 
thoſe that are not for us are againſt us, yet we muft 
conſider Charity and brotherly Love, and aways 
endeavour to do as we would done by. 

Mrs. Cole. Dear Sir! but ſuppoſe this very Me- 
thod ſhould oblige the young Woman to leave the 
Error of her Ways, and flee from the Wrath to 
come; you would have no Objection ? 

Squint. Not any, Mrs, Cole,. but how can that be 
done? 

Mrs. Cole. Why you know, Sir, upon this young 
F ellow's Refuſal of her, the Cauſe muſt naturally 
be aſſigned; and that may perhaps get Wind, and 
prevent any other Mlatch, or poſſibly enflame the 
ampetuoſity of her Father's. Temper, to turn her 
again out of Doors; and we have many Inſtances 
Sir, where the Cruelty of a Father, and the Neglect 
of a Lover have furniſhed the Tabernacle with 
Crouds, and the Garden with Votaries. I am ſure 
he principal Part of my Profit and your Reputa- 
tion have flowed from one of theſe Quarters. 

Squrg. Very true, Madam. and ſince you bring 
* to my Remembrance, Pray how does Diana 
— Dieaway, the Milliner's Apprentice that uſed to be 
' Jo conſtant an ae on m Tue Ev 

ae EA” 3 oy 

Mrs. Cole. An arrant Reprobate, Mr. Squintum— 

| Why- 
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'Why do you know that the Jade has been impudent 
enough to ſay that it was preſumptuous to attend 
the Service of the Faithful while ſhe followed a 
Courſe of Life ſo oppoſite to her Conſcience 
As if every body ought not to labour in their Vo- 
cation, Mr. Squintum—Lord have Mercy on me! 
what a wicked World we live in—But to the pre- 
ſent Buſfineſs—Oh ! Oh! l am fo troubled with the 
Cholic, I muſt have a Drop of Holland's Geneva 
Will you be ſo good to pull thatBell, Sir? (He rings, 


SCENE U. 


Enter Dick. 

Mrs. Cole. Bring the Geneva Bottle — Perhaps 
Sir, you would rather drink a Glaſs of Brandy and 
Bitters, than any of this delicious Strip-me-naked— 
Here, Sir, to the Encreaſe of the Faith, and the 
primitive Practice of Dunghill Preaching. — But 
Dick, was Mr. Spindleſhanks the old Counſellor from 
the Temple here about Sukey Bawlabout the Milkmaid? 4 

Dick. No, Madam. 

Mrs. Cole. No, to be ſure! Well, well, what will 
become of this Houſe when I am gone, the Lord 
only knows—]I fee I am deſerted, forſaken—O Mr. 
Squintum, it's a vexatious Thing to keep ſuch a Houſe 
as] do, and be at the Expence of providing ſuch 


delicious Morſels for the Recreation of my Cuſto- 


mers, and yet to be utterly caſt off, entirely neg- 
lected—Theſe were two of the beſt Chaps that ever 
tumbled a Cambrick Apron, a Couple of never 
failing Cuſtomers, the one was only ſonl of a fine 

ET Head. 
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Head of Hair, and the other of a Set of Tecth as 
white as whip'd Syllabub; and I had the ſtrongeſt 
Hopes of bringing them both to a due Senſe of 
Religion, and à proper Concern for their future 
in | 

Squirt. Truly, Mrs. Cle you meet with a Num- 
1 of Difficulties in the Exerciſe of your Profeſ- 
non, and I am ſure I am not without a Share of 
them in mine. 

Mrs. Cole. We are - both perſecuted, Sir; both 
3 handled by the Malice of the wicked ones, 
but it's a comfort to think that one's own Conſcience 
can accuſe one with nothing; and that the more 
pe ſuffer here, the more we ſhall enjoy in the New 
Feruſalem to come —But. as I was ſaying, Sir,— 
Come, Sir, take another Drop, it will keep the 
Wind out of your Stomach, Sir, and get. you an 
Appetite for Dinner—But as I was faying, Sir 
How do you approve of my Defign? - 

-. Squint. Why really, Mrs. Cole, 1 don't know how 
{can with any Propricty give my Conſent to what 
| cannot abſolutely approve; nor do I apprehend 
of what Service I can poſſibly be in the Affair. 
Ms. Cole. Infinite, Sir, infinite. Vour Charac- 
ter, Sir, your Character will add a Weight to any 

g ad and if the leaſt Doubt ſhould ariſe 
conc g the Accuſations I ſhall lay at the Huſley' 8 
Door; you know, Sir, your only mentioning her 
having formerly confeſſed ſuch a Circumſtance to 
you, will be ſuſhicient to make the whole Story ere- 
ted; and by is Means I hope to have this head- 
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ſtrotg Girl once more in my own Power, and to tip 
ſome of my good Friends, her Relations; a Sample 
of their own Behaviour, Mr, Squintum; and this, Sir, 
is the Reaſon of my begging the Favour of your 
Company. 


Squint. Well, Mrs. Cole; apon Contderetion. in 
Mrs. Cole. O dear, Sir! don't name it; if I get the 


Girl again, we go Snacks in the---Oh! Oh! Oh! my 


Stomach : What ſhall I ds with my Stomach ?--—- 
You know, Sir, I always deal upon Honour with 


you.---- You remember the Affair of Molly Catgut, 


the Fidler's Daughter in this Neighbourhood, you 
not only had half the Cole, but a Cargo of pious 


Hymns and Thankſgiving Sermons for the Colo 
nies in America into the Bargain. 


Satint: My dear Mrs. Cole, I have no Doubt of 
that Nature; but how do you intend proceeding. ' 

Mrs. Cole. Leave that entirely to ine, Sir: Mr. 
Shift, who was employed in that hopeful Affair of 
young/// och perſonate an AuQtioneer, by the 


Father, for the Promiſe of a great Reward, has been 


ſuddenly diſcar He waits now in another Room 
for my Inſtructions; and what from the Hopes of 


what he ſhall get e me, and an equal Deſire of® 


tevenging the Treatment he has received himſelf, 
I am ſatisſied his utmoſt Endeayours will not be 


wanting in promoting ſa good a Deſign. Ahl Sir, 
if you could but prevail on him to change his wick- . 
ed Courſe of Life, become a Frequenter of the 


Aſſembly of the Faithful, it would be a meritorious 
C 


\ 


* 
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Squint. Truly, Mrs. Cole, F ſhould be proud of 
baiting a Spiritual Hook with the Flies of Faith, 
and drawing out a precious Þul from the Streams 
of Corruption and the Waters of Wickednefs.---Bat 
fuppoſe we ſtep to him, and make an Eſſay to ſo ſa- 
latary® Work. | 
Mis. Cole. With all my Heart, Sir. (Exeunt. 


SCENE HEL 
| Euter Loader and Jenny Cummins. | 
Tua And fo, Child, I had like to have had a mot 
damnable Affair, you fee, upon my Hands; for had 
not. the good-natured Girl interceded very ſtrongly 
min my behalf, I had certainly been carried before the 
blind Gentleman in your Neighbourhood. 
Feng. I ſhould be very forry for that indeed, Mr. 
| Leader; but pray, my Dear, was Goodnature, think 
you, the only Motive for her engaging in be De- 
Fence. 
= - Load. Rot me if I wr ---Though, upon Recol- 
= lecion, I fancy not; I have the ſame Pair of Eyes, 
the ſame agreeable Perſon, and the ſame Elegance of 
A Addreſs, you Jade, as when I firſt perfuaded you 
from behind the Counter in Tavifock-Freet. 
Fenny. Don't mention it, Mr. Loader; it brings to 
my Recollection a Multitudc of Circumſtances I 
9 5 with forever to forget. 
Load. Why, you Jade, you would not forget 
me; would you ? 
= Fey. I don't know but I ought, Mr. Loader: 
A But I am ſure I ſhall ever have Occaſion to remem- 
| 2 4 Ver 4* have undoneme, Load. 
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Load. Here's a Torch; when I have taught her 
how to play a Game, at which nobody can be 4 

match for her, | | 
Jem. Dear Mr. Laader, don't inſult me with 
the very Misfortunes you yourſelf have been. the 
Occaſion of. 

Load. A very pretty Inſult! Why, Child, you ſee 
naughty Plays and read Romances, as your good 
Governeſs, Mrs. Cole, has it, | 

Jenny. Any Thing to kill the Hours and keep me | 
from Diſtraction. | 

Load. Look: ye there, owl --- Any Thing to 
kill the Hours and keep me from Diſtraction 4 
very pretty Sort of a poetical Phraſe upon my Soul, 
Girl,——But what, in the Name of Fifty Thouſand 
unaccountable Humours, is the Reaſon of this per- 
ꝓetual Gloom, this continual Uneaſineſs when I am 
with you? Why, Child, if you behave in the ſame 
Manner to your Cuſtomers, you'll ſoon have no Lo- 
vers, but a Set of Hypocritical Methodiſts, or ſome 
of the Society for the Reformation of Manners, 
who will inform againſt a poor Woman for endea- 

wouring to maintain herſelf and Half a Dozen Chil- 


dren by Selling a Baſket of Apples on a Sunday H&- * 
'vening. 


SCENE Iv. 
Entar Mrs. Cole, | | 
” Mrs. Cole. And, pray Sir, what do you talk abut 
Hy pocritical Methodiſts in my Houſe for? Do you 
abuſe a Faith that diſclaims you? Have you no No- 
tion of a Future State. you damn d lubberl 5 Son 


THR Pa of 
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ofa —! Why Sirrah! Sirrah! What will you 
. Think of this in your laſt Momgits; when Death, 
| like an angry Bailiff, ſhall arreſt you, and convcy 
you to a frightful Priſon, where you can neither 
ever pay your Debts, nor hope for an Act of Grace 
to releaſe you, as Mr. Squintum ſays! 
Load. Why, you old Jezebel! who do you talk 
to? 
Mrs. Cole. To thee; thou Son of Sodom and G0 
morrah! and I myſelf pronounce a Woe againſt 
Thee and thy Generation. 
Liad. This infernal Son of a B-h, Selene, hay 
; * the Beldam! Brains. 


L SCENE v. 


a, Enter Squintum and Shift. 
cin. What infernal Son of a B---h, pray dy 
are you muttering about: ? 
Mrs. Cole. This Feller, Sir, this here Feller, has 
Joſt now, in my hearing, * the en to 
Wuſe _— 
San. Abuſe me! Mrs. Cale? 
Mrs. Cole. Yes, Sir, and throw a Scandal on my 
e J 3 
Lad. So, ſo, I am in a pretty Sort of a Hole, here! 
Squirt. Sirrah, you'll be in a deeper Hole yet, for 
thus wantonly abuſing the Children of Light,— a 
"'Black-Hole, "Villain ! | from whence a Colonel's 
Guard would not be able to diſcharge you; and 
"where even a wrangling Serjeant at Law would not 
I the Impudence to _ in your Behalf. 


Shift, 


ne MET H/O'D1 8'T 13 


. -Skift. A pretty Sort of Scene - this. — But pray, 
Doctor, what's become of that Charity you was 
* now preaching to me in the next Room? 


' Squint. Lou are miſtaken, Friend; an Abuſe o 


the Elect is one of the Circumſtances where Charity 
never intermeddles. 


Load. And pray, Mr, Squintum, who do you ball 


the Ele? 
Sqrrnt. The Choſen. 
Shift. And pray, who are the Choſen? 
Mrs. Cole. The Elect. 
Load. Shift, Jenny. Ha! ha! hal 


Mrs. Cole. Lord have Mercy on their poor Souls! 


do they laugh at the Elect? But as for you, Mr. 
Loader, immediately get out of my Houſe; Fl have 
no Profligates come into my Houſe; no, truly; n 
one ſhall have a Glaſs of Wine in my Houſe, or a 
Smack at the Lips of any of my Girls, that has not 
the Fear of Grace before their Eyes, and the higheſt 
Veneration for the Choſen. 

Load. Mrs. Cols, only let me aſk you one QueF- 
tion, only one Queſtion, Mrs. Cole, Can you now 
reconcile the keeping of a nin to the 
Tenderneſs of your Con Conſcience? 


Mrs: Cole. Can you reconcile Cheating at Cards 
and Dice to yours? 

Exad. 1 don't pretend to any. 

Mrs. Cole. Mercy on us! Here's a Fellow, pre- 
rh to no Conſciecce at all! 


Shift. 
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Sit. And I am afraid, my dear Doctor, your on- 
iy Title to Conſcience is AN more than Preten- 
ſion indeed. (Ade 

Load. But, to the Queſtion, Mrs. Cole, How can 
you in any Manner, reconcile your Conſcience and 
your Bufineſs? 

MIS. Cole. Lord help your Head; - Why, the 
Doctor knows that Works are of no Conſequence 
towards a Future State, and that Faith is all.— 

Squint. Right, Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole. And it is not the Delufion of * 
fence I delight in, Mr. Squintum. 

Sun. No, but the Encreaſe of your own Inte- 
oy Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole. I don't keep this Houſe from any Dit 
* * to Modefty, Mr. Squintum. 

- Squirt. Only out of Neceſlity, Mrs. Cale. 
Mrs. Cole. Without ſuch a Houſe, o 
would be raviſhed, Mr. Squintum. 
Squirt. And our Wives would be debauched, Mrs. 

Cole. n: . 
M. Cale. Decency would be at an End, Mr. 
Squintum. $4 | 
_  Squint. And Virtue unheard of, Mrs. Cole. 
Mrs. Cole. How neceflary therefore is a Houſe 
like mine, Mr. Squintum. d 
Sgquim. How juſt your Obſervation, Mrs. Cale, 
Mrs Cole. How commendable the Perſon who 
keeps i it under a proper Regulation, Mr. Squintum. 
Sum. How much is the World indebted to you, 
Ve Cole. - 


1 8 Mrs. 
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Ms. Cole. Who has a proper Regard for her Cha- 
rater, Mr. Squintum. 

Swim. And an Eye to the Morals of her Cuſ- 
tomers, Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole. Who is a 8 to her Girls, Mr. 
Sguintum. 

.  Squint. And a Friend to all Mankind, * 
Cole. 


Shift. Zounds! they match like a Pair of Talkes: 


don't wonder at the Women being ſo fond of this 
Fellow, ſince he is ſo earneſt an unn for the 
ſenſual Appetites. 

Mrs. Cole. Now is he anſwered, Mr. - Squintum? 

Squint. Convinced, I dare fay, Mrs. Cole. 

Lead. Convinced; yes, I am convinced that you 
ought to be carted for a Bawd, and he tucked up for 


a Hypocrite. 


Squint. Never mind him, Mrs. Cole; the Prayers 


of the Wicked only turn upon themſelves: — I ſhall 
only give him my Curſe, and have nothing more to 
do with him, Mrs. Cele. 

Mrs. Cole. And I'll only follow your Example, 
Mr. Squintum, and ſay, Amen. 

- Stuft, Come; come, no more of this ridiculous 
Stuff Good People, Mr. Loader will be a very ne- 
ceflary Inſtrument in our Concert; and we ſhall all 
find it to our Intereſt to be Friends. 

Mrs. Cole. Shall we? then I forgive you, Mr. 
Leader, I am of a Charitable Diſpoſition, you ſee. 

Load. And I aſk your Pardon, Mrs. Cole. 
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> ——_— you both, Mr. 


. — And you are all a mighty Good-vatured Set 
of People, Mr. Squintum. 
Feng. As à Perſon would with to be acquainted 


with, Mr. Shift. 


Mrs. Cele. If you did but go to the Tabernacle, 
Mr Loader. 

S. If you only heard me preach, Mr. Shift. 

Mrs. Cole. I op een would do n _ 
Squint. Al any 00 own Samen; Mr. Shift. . 
Mrs. Cale. r eee Night defors 
they go to Bed, Mr, Loader. 


oe quit. ae 


they riſe every Morning, Mr. ift. | * 
Mrs. Cole. Ah! the Comforts ofa well-ſpent Life, 


Mr. Loader, 
i Sin. The Bleſſing of a et Conſcience, Mr. 
Sf N 88. 

Shift. Zounds! a Truce with your Canting, let's in 
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ACT u. SCENE L 
Enter Young Wealthy and Lucy. 


Lucy. No, upon my Word, you are entitled to 
my Thanks for generouſly forgiving Mr. Loader 
at my Requeſt. 

Young. Why, my dear Lucy, is there any one Re- 
queſt in my Power to grant, that would be my Incli- 
nation to deny my Angel? 

Lucy. You are extremely obliging, my dear Coʒ: 
indeed, and your Manner of conferring is no in- 
conſiderable Part of an Obligation, let me aſſure 

ou. 7 
* Young. Engaging Creature! Tam almoſt tempted 
to think, with ſome Satisfaction, on the Libertine 4 
have been, ſince it makes me _— ſenſible of 1 Ex- 
cellence like your's. 

Lucy. Ah! my dear Coz. If a Diſpoſition ſo 
truly - polite, were as laſting after Matrimony, as 
profeſſing before it, we ſhould have a Number of 
* * Couples within the Bills of Mortality. : 

' Young. Why, Lady fair, I am very much of your 
Opinion in this Matter, though to thew you 1 have 
a Sincerity equal to the Politeneſs you M pleaſed to 
compliment, I muſt freely tell you that yon have us 
what you make us; and while the Women are ſo 
pathonately fond of Red Coats and Coxcombs, tis 


D | not 
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not to be wondered at if they are leflened i in the o 


nion of Men of Senſe. 


Lacy, But to ſee theſe Men of Senſe, my dear Coz. 
the Slaves of the very Women they deſpiſe, and cap- 


tivated by a Perſon they look upon with Contempt, 


1s ſomething extraordinary and ridiculous. 
Tong. Truly, it is ſo. | 
Lacy. I never can forbear laughing when I ſee a 
mighty Man of Underſtanding affect to look down 
upon a poor inſignificant Creature, becauſe ſhe is 
either inſenſible of his Merit, or has given a Look of 
Approbation to ſomebody elſe; whereas, had ſhe 
But flattered his Vanity, there is not one Perfection 
in the whole Catalogue he would not have thought 
her poſſeſſed of, and ſhe might have managed the 
ſelf-ſufficient Gentleman as caſy as her Monkey. 
Pang. Ha! ha! ha! Why, my Dear; you are 
infinitely witty ; thoughr there' is a good Deal of the 


"Ng 8 about you too. 


Ia. Lord! eee What is the Reaſon a 
Woman ſhould not be as fond of a Fool of your Sex, 
as youare of an Idiot of ours. The Moment a Wo- 
man likes a Man's Perſon, L fancy ſhe thinks him 
poſſeſſed of every Accompliſhment the could with, 
— and if he is not bleſt with an extraordinary Share of 
- Underſtanding or improved by Education, he is ge- 
- nerally more upon a Level with herſelf, and better 
Junted to her Capacity, ſo that ſhe never finds out the 
Error of her Choice, but is infinitely happy in the 
E fortunate Delufion; whereas * Men, my dear 
* Cor. love and . | 


Young. 
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Y. Weal. Why my dear Philoſopher in Petti- 
coats, you- are for .tracing Matters up to their 
Source, I find; though I aſſure you ſo great a 
Proof of your good Senſe makes me not a little 
vain of your Partiality to me. 

Lucy. O your moſt obedient :----But for In- 
ſtance ; that very Mr. Loader now, that your 
Humanity has forgiven a Crime that really de- 
ſerved to be treated with Severity, is ſo pretty a 
Fellow that he might do vaſt Execution among 
the Ladies Hearts at a Country Aſſembly; and 
though they were acquainted with his Actions, 
yet they would only look upon that as an Error 
or Overſight in him, that would be unpardonable 
in a Man with a Perſon leſs agreeable. 


SCENE IL 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Mr. Shift, Sir, defires to ſee you about 
Bufineſs of the greateſt Conſequence, he ſays, 
Y. Weal. Defire him to walk in. | 
Lucy. Well, I'll tep into another Room till he 
is gone; and then, Sir, for the Concluſion. of 


our Debate; for poſitively I will 2 ag. 


Honour of my Sex. 


Y. Weal. Bewitching Creature Wh + Lucy, 


as the Poet ſays, * To-morrow, oh, my better Stars, 
«© To-morrow !"* * 


Iq. Well, your Servant. (Exit. 
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not to be wondered at if they are lefſened in the Opi- 
Alen of Men of Senſe. 

Lacy, But to ſee theſe Men of Senſe, my dear Coz. 
the Slaves of the very Women they deſpiſe, and cap- 
tivated by a Perſon they look upon with Contempt, 
Is ſomething extraordinary and ridiculous. 

Toung. Truly, it is ſo. 

Lacy. I never can forbear laughing when I ſee a 
mighty Man of Underſtanding affect to look down 
upon a poor inſignificant Creature, becauſe ſhe is 
either inſenſible of his Merit, or has given a Look of 

Approbation to ſomebody elſe; whereas, had ſhe 

Hut flattered his Vanity, there is not one Perfection 
in the whole Catalogue he would not have thought 
her poſſeſſed of, and ſhe might have managed the 
ſel-tufficient Gentleman as caſy as her Monkey. 
"Young. Ha! ha! ha! Why, my Dear, you are 
infinitely witty ; thougtr there is a good Deal of the 
Satyrical about you too. 
= Lacy. Lord! my dear Coz. What is the Reaſon a 

Woman ſhould not be as fond of a F ool of your Sex, 
as you are of an Idiot of ours The Moment a Wo- 
man likes a Man's Perſon, L fancy ſhe thinks him 
poſſeſſed of every Accompliſhment ſhe could with, 
and if he is not bleſt with an extraordinary Share of 
Underſtanding or improved by Education, he is ge- 
© nerally more upon a Level with herſelf, and better 
ſuited to her Capacity, ſo that ſhe never finds out the 
Error of her Choice, but is infinitely happy in the 
= dortunate Deluſion; whereas the Men, my dear 


Toung. 


I 


The METHODIST. 19 


Y. Weal. Why my dear Philoſopher in Petti- 
coats, you- are for .tracing Matters up to their 
Source, I find; though I aſſure you ſo great a 
Proof of your good Senſe makes me not a little 
vain of your Partiality to me. 

Lucy. O your moſt obedient :----But for In- 
ſtance; that very Mr. Loader now, that your 
Humanity has forgiven a Crime that really de- 
ſerved to be treated with Severity, is ſo pretty a 
Fellow that he might do vaſt Execution among 
the Ladies Hearts at a Country Aſſembly; and 
though they were acquainted with his Actions, 
yet they would only look upon that as an Error 
or Overſight in him, that would be unpardonable 
in a Man with a Perſon leſs agreeable. 


SCENE IL 


Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Shift, Sir, defires to ſee you about 
Bufineſs of the greateſt Conſequence, he ſays. 

Y. Weal. Defire him to walk in. | 

Lucy. Well, I'll tep into another Room till he 

is gone; and then, Sir, for the Concluſion. of 
our Debate ; for poſitively 1 will vindicate the 
Honour of my Sex. 
Y. Weal. Bewitching Creature [And Lucy; - 
as the Poet ſays, “ To-morrow, oh, my better Stars, 
% To-morrow !”* “ 


La. Well, your Servant.-- (Exit. 
1 SCENE II. 
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228 Enter Shift. 
Y. Weal. Well, Mr. Shift. 
_ Shift. Well, Mr. Wealthy. 
F. Meal. Ae you'any" Commands for me? 
- Shift. No. | 
F. Meal. No! 
* Shift. No. | 
T. Meal. And what's your Bufineſs with me? ? 
Shift. None. 
Y. Meal. None ! 
Shift. None. 
V. Meal. That's very ſurpriſing. 
"Shift. But it's very true though. 
V. Meal. Indeed | 
Shift. Indeed. 
V. Weal. But pray, in the Name of Common 
' Senſe, Mr. Shift, What am I to underfiand by 
all this? Did not you tell the Servant you wanted 
to ſpeak with me about Buſineſs of Importance? 
Shift. I did. 
FT. Meal. And now 20 ſay you have no Bu- 
ae 
Shift. I ſay ſo Aill---Bii you have Buſineſs with 
me though. 
te 8 Wal The Deuce 1 have. I don't know 


4 what it is then. 
Shift. I don't know how 2 ſhould till I tell 


ou. 
6 Y. Heal. 


— 
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. ira Well, what is it then? come tell nie. 
Shift. Not a Syllable. R 
V. Neal. Not a Syllable ! 

Shift. Not ſo much as an Interjection that 
whiſtles through the Air when the Mouth is ſhut, 
Why you don't underſtand Bufineſs, Mr. Weat- 
thy; I am like Balaam's Aſs, Sir, I can neither 
hear nor ſpeak till I ſee the Angel. 

T. Meal. O, Sir, I aſk your Pardon. (Gives 

ift. Sir. And now, Sir, 'to Buſineſs. You 
are td be married to-morrow, I hear. 

V. Meal. Yes. 

Shift. Jam ſorry for it. 

Y. Weal. The Devil you are! 

Shift. I am. 

V. V cal. Pray how does it affect you? 

Shift. Not in the leaſt ; but it affects you. 

V. Heal. How ſo, pray? | 

Shift, I'll tell you.—Which would you have me 
ſpeak ; in the Language of the Church, or the 
Cuſtom-Houſe. 

V. Meal. Which you pleaſe, but Mite diſ- 
patch. 4 
_ Shift. No. — But which, the Church, or the 
Cuſtom-Houſe. 

Y. Meal. Phhaw—Well, the Church then; for 
1 ſhall have an Obligation to that to-morrow. - 
Shift. I don't believe you will though. | 
Y. Weal. Why fo? 5 | 

Shift. 
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- Shift. The Living has been in the Poſſeſſion of 
an Incumbent before you. 
V. Weal. The Devil it has | 
Skiff. And now for the Orange-woman's Pun 
in the Language of the Cuſtom-Houſc.— The 
Goods have been already entered. 
. Neal. Ay 

Shift. yr. | 

V. Meal. But what Proof, what Reaſon have 
you for an Opinion of this Kind ? How the Devil 


did you come at the Knowledge of this? 


Shift. By the voluntary Confeſſion of ſome of 
the Parties concerned, who are now burſting their 
Sides at your Credulity. 

V. Weal. Who ? my dear Shift. 

Shift. Why that Raſcal Loader, and that anti- 
quated hypocritical old Brimftone, Mother Cole. 

Y. Neal. I am on the Rack, dear Shift, till I 
know the whole —Prithee e. my honeſt 
1 riend. 

i. Ah ! I wiſh you had behaved like a Friend 
to-me, and not have let your Father know I dif- 
covered his Plot. | 

T. Neal. Oh, Zounds don't t mention that 


LE: s go on. 


ift. 1 ſhould never have wanted a Friend A 
you had n't. 
. Heal. Oh! you ſhall never want a Friend if 


you ov an. 


- Shift. Well, that's honeſt. Confider "twas to 


8 * your Intereſt I loſt him. | 
Y. Weal. 
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V. Weal. 1 know it was. Oh! ic 

| Shift. And that I was the lucky Occaſion of the 
ſeeming Reformation that reconciled you to old 
Greybeard. 

V. Weal. I know it, my dear Shift, I know it, 
but for Heav'n's Sake, to'the Story. 

Shift. Well then.—When your Father deſired [ 
might go about my Buſineſs, and you were ſo 
kind as to tip me a few Spankers, (by the bye, 
Mr. Wealthy, there was a light n 
amongſt them) 

Y. Meal. Damn the Six-and-Thirty ; Will you 
never go on ? 
= Shift. Why, I'm going as faſt as I can.—Well, 
when you had tip'd me the Yellow-boys, I took 
a diſconſolate Strole into the Piazza's, and called 
in at Moll Cole's, where I found that worthy Gen- 
tleman Mr. Loader fitting with the venerable Ma- 
tron, and Dr. Squintum the Methodift Preacher, 
(Mrs. Cole's Spiritual Guide, you know) over a 


Couple of fine Fowls, Bacon and Greens, and a 


Shoulder of Mutton and Gravy Sauce ; no, Gad, 
twas Onion Sauce Ay, twas Onions,— 

- Y. Meal. Damn the Onion Sauce, Shy s ; Will 
you never have done ? 
- Shift, I have done, Sir, 2 Shoulder of Mut- 
ton and Gravy—Onion Sauce, a humming Bottle 
of delicious Claret, two Tankards of Porter a 
large Tumbler of Annie Water, and a Pint 
of burnt Geneva. 
bY: v. Meal. 


——— — * * 3 Ne Juha 1 


- the greateſt Circumſpection? 


| W ay Artifice, mere Artifice. to excite your Curt- 
—oſty, and, by an aſſected Concern for the Ho- 


| Ea We | Y 4 * | . ral. 
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V. Weal. If yen knew what I felt, Mr. Shif, 


your Digreſſions would not be ſo numerous. 
2 Shift. 1 aſk your Pardon, Sir. When I came 


in, the Converſation turned upon you, Sir, and 


hearing that you were to be married to-morrow 
to Miſs Luc, they all burſt into a violent Fit of 

Laughing. At length the old Beldame recovered, 
and wiping her naſty Muns with a greafy Towel, 


declared ſhe was now fatished, and could die con- 


tented. Upon the whole, Sir, I found that Lra- 
der had been pretty well acquainted with MiſsLucy, 


and chat it was a Scheme of his and Mrs. Cele's 


to introduce her to you in the Character they did; 
that by that Means the might impole upon your 


i: Good-nature, and eſſect a Reconciliation with her 
Family; as they ſeemed to think her Face not 


altogether new enough for the Garden. 
V. Meal. But how could that be done, when 
ſhe concealed her Name and F amily from me with 


Sit. 1 ſee Sir you don't know the World, — 


nour of her Father, to make a Merit of her 
Silence, if ſhe ſhould happen to be reſtored. Do 
you think, Sir, Mall: Cole would have kept her fo 
long in her Houſe unleſs ſhe could have got 
fomething by her.—And befides, was not her firſt 
— the F orgiyerflls of Luar ? «+l 
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F. Meal. Why did I ever think of a Woman! 
: Stuft. At leaſt; Sir, of marrying 4 Wife out of 
a Bawdy. Houſe, I am heartily: forry, Sir, 1 
ſhould be the Occaſion of any Uneaſineſs to you, 
and as you ſeem a little unſit for Company, I 
take My Leave. Sir, your moſt obedient. Feet 

. n Dear Shift 1 am for ever obliged to 
you. (Exit Shift. 
Ooh! u dein, 'tis plain, how lackily the Fel- 
low happened to hear all this! This is of 
Piece with the ret of Loader's Contrivances; ſhe 
begged him off too at the Time he was to be ſent 
before the Juſtice. Zounds ! it is as plain as the 
dandy Sun. 


, 


Enter. hifi, | 
Shift. Sir, I have thought that this might wig. A 
malicious Inſinuation of theirs to diſturb the 
Peace and Credit of your Family on Account of 
taking the young Lady away; and threatening 
them with Juſtice. I'd have you make ſome Eu- 
quiry, Sir, firſt of all; it is. poſſible it may be a 
Trick; I hope you'll find it one, Sir, and i, - 
Sir, your Servant. (Exit Shift, 
V. Neal. Yours -How beſotted was I not to 
ſind this out ſooner |! Why the owned it to my 
Face and triumphed in the Confeilion—Loadef 
was fo very pretty a Fellow that what might be 
Crimes in another, were only Errors in him 
Mighty pretty upon my Soul,—yes, he is a very 
pretty Fellow, indeed; and ſhe is a mighty pretty 


E Girl. 


36 The METHODIST. 


Girl. But though in the few Hours of my Ac- 
quaintance with her, ſhe has made an Impreſſion 
on my Heart that can never be eraſed ; yet the 
Strings ſhall crack to Pieces, before 1 do any 
Thing repugnant to my Reaſon, or contrary to 
my Honour—But Mr. Leader, keep out of my 
Way, I beg of you. And Oh! Lacy never ſee 
me more. How unaccountable that we muſt 
love to Diſtraction what ſhould be the Object of 
dur greateſt Contempt !—But ftay---As Shift ſays, 
=this.may be no more than a concerted Defign 


from the Diſappointment of Loader, and the Re- 


venge of Mrs. Cole; nay, Shift himſelf may be 
engaged to carry it on. But then the begged 
Loader off, and not a Quarter of an Hour ago ſhe 
praiſed him to my Fade. But for all that ſhe may 

be innocent.-—Ay, but the Doubt that ſhe is 2 
is more inſupportable than the Conviction of her 
"Guilt; and Czſar F find was not in the leaſt to 
be blamed when he ſaid it was not enough for 
his Wife to be virtuous, ſhe muſt be unſuſpected 
Alo. Nay, I find in myſelf fo great a Repug- 
nance to a Woman that but even thought of ano- 
ther Man, that though I loved her to Death, I 
mut acrifice my Paſſion to my Pride; for the 
Man that could ſtoop to ſucceed another in the 
Inclination of any Woman, would ftoop to take 
ner polluted from the Arms of any Man; and 


the Woman that can love a {ſecond Time is too 


contemptible to be loved at all. 
Sr 1255-4 £ F wh | | SCENE 
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V. Meal. [To the Serpant,] Very well, 
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SCENE v. 


Enter a Servant. | 
Serv. A Letter, Sir, brought by a Chairman, 


_ who waits for an Anſwer. 


Y. Neal. (Reads it over.) Sir, An Affair of 
« the laſt Importance to yourſelf, obliges me to 
beg the Favour of your Company this Evening 
« at the Shakeſpear's Head. As your coming to 
« this End of the Town may not be altogether 
e agreeable to your Father, you have no Occa- 


< fion of acquainting him with it; and as 1 have 


s too great a Reſpect for Miſs Lucy to make her 


* uneaſy, I flatter myſelf it will be a Secret to 
s her, 


I am, Sir, 
Your humble Servant, . 


Jane Cummins. 


the Fellow I ſhall be punctual to a Moment. (Exit 
Servant.) Now there is another corroborating 


Circumſtance of Lucy's Diſhonour. [Throws the 


Letter on a Table.) I have remarked that Girl Fenny 
Cummins to be vaſtly ſuperior to the common Claſs 
of Creatures with whom her unhappy Situation 
obliges her to herd; ſomething ſo open, honeft, . 
and undefigning about her, as more than once 
has excited both my Admiration and my Pity. 
E 2 | The 


tell 
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The Villain Loader under the moſt ſolemn Pro- 
miſes of eternal Fidelity, won her unſuſpecting 
Heart, and from the ſtrongeſt Aſſurances of his 
marrying her, ſhe yielded, and was undone : 
Their Commerce was no ſooner known, than her 
Friends abandoned her, and turned her out of 
Doors; and to compleat her Misfortunes, ſhe 
was left deſtitute of the Neceſſaries of Life, by 
Her ſcandalous Seducer, in a Situation that re- 
- quired the utmoſt Tenderneſs and Care.--Then it 
"was the met the pious Mrs. Cole, who from a 
pretended Concern for her Welfare, obtained her 
Confidence and Efteem. After her Delivery the 
old Beldame made her Propoſals which were re- 
ceived with Horror; but the Terrors of a Gaal, 
and the exquiſite Force of a Mother's Fondneſs 
for the Preſervation of her Infant, got the better 
at length of her Reſolution, and ſhe was obliged 
to conſent. She has heard, I ſuppoſe, of this 
Affair of mine, and from her Knowledge of 
8 Behaviour, wants to put me upon my 
Guard. The Difficulty now is, how to break | 


| ; off the Match with Honour, without expoſing the 
= unfortunate Girl, or deftroying the Reputation 
= of my own Family; for Oh! I love her too well 


to ſee her deſpiſed by any Body—but myſelf. 
- What an artful Tale did ſhe tell of deſtitute Vir- 

tue and Innocence preſeryed! But at any Rate 

"It. is concluded ; I have done with her. Oh! here 
ſhe comes, What well-difſembled Modefty in 


her Looks ! She's damn'd impudent, I fee. that. 
I wonder 


* 
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I wonder I never found it before. Ay, and ſeems 
to have loſt ſo much of her Beauty this half Hour, 
that I think her curſed ugly too. 


SCENE v. 


Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. Well, my dear Coz. 
Y. Weal. And, Well, my dear Coz. (what a 
Jade ſhe is. Aide.) | 
U. I thought it an Age while I was abſent 
from you! What ſtrange Power have you got 
of making every body charmed with your Com- 


Pays 
V. Meal. Every body charmed with my ". 
pany! There's for you. (Afide, 


Lucy. I don't know how it is! But this little 
Urchin that plays with one's Heart, is a ftrange 


Sort of a Creature to make ſuch a ftrange Altera- _. - 


.tion in ſo ſhort a Time. | 
Y. Weal, Only mind that now! (Afide. 
Lacy. But what's the Matter, my dear Coz, you 
don't ſpeak to a Body? 

TF. V cal. I withT never had with all my Heart. 


(Afide. 
"1 1 my Word, dear Coz. you make 


me very uneaſy. 

V. Weal. And you are even with me, my dear 
Con. upon my Word. (Aide. 
La. Why, you fright me out of my Wits,— 
Are you not well? — 
TJ. Weak... 


* 
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F. ul. Fright her out of her Wits. This it 
| ute wet a MifireG out of a Bawdy Houſe. (A/ide. 
Lacy. Lord bleſs me What's the Matter? 

T. Meal. Nothing. 

Lacy. Nothing! 

V. Meal. No. ; 4 : 

Lacy. And may I then beg to know my dear 
Coz. the Reaſon of -your being out of Temper ? 
F. Meal. No. | 

Lug. Nor the Reaſon of this oer 

V. Meal. No. | 
Lac. That's unkind, my dear Coz. 
F. Heal. No. Every Moment her dear Coz. 

| | (Aide. 
— Lacy. Have I done any Thing to occaſion this 
.Coldneſs of Behaviour, Mr. Wealthy ? I am ſure 
I have, it was entirely undeſigned, and ] am 
_— ſorry for it. | 

F. Meal. She's ſorry for it too. (Ale. 

Lacy. Let me beg an Explanation, Mr. Wealthy, 
am ſure its very unkind to give me ſo much 
Uneaſineſs. 

V. Meal. Uneaſi neſs, Madam 
L. Ves, Sir: Is it an extraordinary Matter 
95 Woman to be uneaſy, when ſhe is coldly 
treated by the Man ſhe loves ? 
T. Neal. The Man ſhe loves, Madam 
La, Yes, Sir: The Man ſhe loves; and I 
am ſorry there is any Occaſion for a Repetition 
0 ny." Words when I ſay fo 


Y. Meal. 
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V. Weal. A Repetition of your Words, Madam? 

Lucy. As I am fully ſ-nfible,' Mr. Wealthy: ! 
have not merited this Uſage, I am really at a Loſs 
how to anſwer it. | | 

Y. Weal. Indeed! 

Lacy. Sir, Whatever your Motiyes are for 
treating me in this Manner, I aſſure you _ are 
very unjuſtifiable. 

Y. Weal. Really! 

Lucy. And though my Eſteem for you, Sir, 
might make me overlook a great Deal, I muſt not 
entirely forget what is due to myſelf. 

V. Neal. Very true, Madam. 

Lucy. Have 1 deſcrved this Indifſerence, Mr. 
Wealthy. | (N Tears. 
F. Weal. As I ſee, Madam, I am the Cauſe of 
your Tears, Politeneſs obliges me not to be a 
Witneſs of them; and ſo, Madam, your moſt O- 
bedient. Curſe her Hypocriſy! She can cry 
too! (Exit; 

SCENE VL 
Enter 8ir William Wealthy. 

Sir Will. In Tears, Lacy! Pray what's the Mat- 
ter, Child? 

Lucy. Nothing, Sir! 

Sir Will. Very pretty indeed! And fo you cry 
for nothing, do you? Why I met George juſt this 
Moment; he-ſeemed in a curſed Sort of an Ill 
Humour, and when I aſked him what was the 
Matter, he ſaid, Nothing, Sir, as well as you! 

Egad. 
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Egad, I don't underſtand all this! But, my Dear, - 

F muſt beg to know what the Matter is, from 

you, and the real Cauſe of all this Uneafineſs? 
Lacy. Indeed, Sir, I am an utter Stranger to 


de Reaſon of it, but it ſeems I have unhappily of- 


Audi fo for the 


.knded Mr, Healthy, and he has not been kind 
enough to let me know in what Manner, | 
Sir Will. 1 am very ſorry, my Dear, for any 
Miſunderſtanding between you 3 but it ſhall be 
my Buſineſs to make all up again. What's here ? 
(Taking up the Letter) Oh ! a Letter directed for 
my Son. It's a Woman's Hand I believe though, 
perhaps this may unfold a little of the Affair, at 
leaſt it ſhall Excuſe for a Father's Curioſity, 
and laſt Time of my. Life, by 
your Leave, George. Hey<-day ! What's all this! 
[Reading] ** Sir, An Affair of the laſt Importance 
*to yourſelf, (Ay, and it ought to be of the leaſt 
"Importance too, the Dog's gone a whorc-hunti 
* obliges me to beg the Favour of your — 
(and ſo I fuppoſe he is gone to oblige her with 
the Favour of his Company) © at Eight this Eve- 
ning, (at Eight this Evening, the Lady is very 
panticular in the Time I ſec) "hon; oh 
Head (ay, a pretty convenient So a Place 
truly,) © As your coming to this End of the 
Ton may not be altogether ſo agreeable to 
£* your Father, (She's very much in the right 
aft, I don't know bow the Devil it ſhould) 
vou have no Occaſion of acquainting him with 
£04 an he followed the Advice to a Tittle) 
"IS RA A | 66 and 
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% and as I have too great a Regard for Miſs Lacy 
* to make her uneaſy, (the only enſnares the Man 


that's to be her Huſband) © and as I have too 


great a Reſpect for Miſs Lucy — (Mind Lacy, 


only mind what 2 Reſpect the Jade has for you, 


« ] flatter myſelf it will be a Secret to her (and 
you find, Lucy, ſhe did not in the leaſt flatter her- 
ſelf, the young Dog never mentioned a Syllable 


of it) J am, Sir, your humble Servant, 


JAX E CUMMINs: 


And Mrs. Fane Cummins I'm your humble Ser- 


vant ; and Mr. George Wealthy 1 am yours—Ss, 
ſo, fo, its pretty plain now—The whole Affair 
is cafily ſcen through—The Raſcal's pretended 
Reformation was only occaſioned by the Diſcovery 
of Shift, and his Inſolence to you proceeded from 


his Buſineſs of Importance with his humble Ser- 


vant Jane Cummins. This was a Piece of mean, deſ- 


picable Cunning, 1 thought his Pride would have 


deſpiſed ; and for the future, Mr. George Wealthy, 


fince you promiſe to have no Notion of yourDuty, 
I muft have ſome little Care of mine; and you 


ſhall find I never will countenance thoſe Vices in 
my Son I ſhoyld condemn in any Body elſe.— 
My dear Lucy, this Fellow is entirely unworthy 
of a Tenderneſs like your's; let me conjure you 
to baniſh him from your Thoughts, nor ever be- 
ſtow a favourable With on a Man you ſhould deſ- 
piſe. For my Part, a Settlement ſhall be made 
on him that may maintain him with Decency, but 

| ” not 


\ | 
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not give him any Opportunity of adding to his 
Diſhonour by a Continuation of his Crimes. 

Lacy. Oh! Sir. | (In Tears. 

Sir Will. What's the Matter, my Dear ? 
Uu. Recall the cruel Reſolution you have 
made of driving an only Son for ever from your 
Heart, or of attempting to force him a Moment 
out of mine.—If he has a few trifling Follies in- 
cident to his Sex and Years, pity them as Errors, 
but don't condemn them as Crimes; a little Re- 
collection, Sir, will bring him to a proper Know- 
ledge of himſelf, and the ſtrongeſt Senſe of Duty 
to you—You cannot, will not ſure, refuſe the 
*Requeſt, the firſt Requeſt of one you have fo 
greatly honoured with your Efteem.—O ! Sir, 
—Horgive the Indiferetion of Mr. Wealthy's Youth, 
and excuſe the Inexperience of your Lucy's Deli- 
verer. 
Sir Fill. Exalted Excellence !—Be comforted, 
my ſweet Girl; 1 have a Thought that may 
yet ſet all to rights; —— George, notwithſtand- 
ing all his Follies, has, I believe, ſome Sparks 
of Honour ſtill unextinguiſhed in his Heart; to 
theſe we'll appeal, and if I happen to be miſtaken, 
I muſt only forget I ever had a Son. 
Ua. Oh! Sir, confider— 
Sir Hi. Be patient, my Dear:— You ſhall 


take a Chair, and one of my Footmen to attend 


you," and go yourſelf to the Shakeſpear, and wait 
=> my coming; it's now Seven o'Clock—The Ser- 
= yant can caſily,give you Notice when he ſees his 

„ young 
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Young Maſter gone in; and when George knows 
you act by my Direction, to ſurprize him in Com- 
pany with his Lady, won't appear ſo improper in 
you.— [I ſhall be after you in a ſhort Time, and 
let him know what he owes to your Interceſſion 
and Goodneſs; and if this does not ſhame him out 
of his Errors and awaken a real Tenderneſs for. 
you, I muſt give him up as irrecoverable. 

Lucy. Oh, Sir, you are all Goodneſs! — But 
won't it look a little odd for a Young Woman to 
go to a Tavern by herſelf; it may create Suſpi- 
cions not. greatly to her Advantage. 

Sir Will. It's out of my Power, my Dear, to go 
with you immediately my ſelf, and the ſoonerone of 
| usis there, the better; and I would not mention the 

Affair to any body elſe.—As to the Houſe it's well 
enough for that Part of the Town; and you have 
nothing to do but call for a Glaſs of Champaigne 
to be treated with Reſpect,.— So Good bye, my 
Dear, I'll be with you as ſoon as poſſible. (Exit. 
Lucy. Well! There's yet ſome Hopes. | 


The Dear Inconftant may be fix'd at laß, 
And future Days compenſate for the paſt; 
The circling Years a happy Round may prove 
Of dual Tranſport, and of endleſs Love. 


End of the Second At. 
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ACT in. 
SCENE I. 


Enter Richard and Young Wealth y. 


Rich. It's impoſſible, George, to conceive the 
Daggers the Errors of a Child will plant in a Pa- 


rent's Heart: But to think that my own Exceſs. 


of Severity may be in a great Meaſure the Occa- 
fion of my unhappy Girl's Ruin, is a Reflection 


almoſt inſupportable. When I met Shift, at the 


Coffee-Houſe, he mentioned his having been with 
you,— was extremely ſorry, he ſaid, to be the 
Meſſenger of Ill News, and entered into a Detail 
of the whole Story. I poſted Home as faſt as 


ever I could—enquired after Lucy to know, if poſs | 


fible, her Account of the Affair; but, to be ſure, 
ſhell deny it all, (Nobody can blame her for con- 
-cealing her own Diſhonour) and was ſurprized to 


hear ſhe was gone out in a Chair, ä one 


of your Father's Footmen, 


'Y. Meal. I am very ſorry, Sir, the Knowledge 


of this unhappy Circumſtance has reached your 
Ears; for I can honeſtly aſſure you it was Poiſon 
- 30 mine—My Intention was (if poſſible) to find 
ſome Means of breaking off the Match and mak- 
ing the real Cauſe a Secret to you; but fince it has 
been unfortunately diſcovered, the Senſe cf your 
Sufferings are no inconfiderablc Addition to 


* 


Rich. 


) 
i 
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Rick. This Good-nature, George, is very oblig - 
ing, Poor Lucy! I muſt fettle ſome little Matter 
on her, ſend her to the Country, and endeavour 
to conceal her Diſgrace.--My own Honour won't 
allow me by any Means to offer a Wife to another 
Man whom I thould reject myſelf; and the Fault 
is rather engreaſed in my Opinion, by her being 
my Daughter, 

Y. Weal. Generous, indeed, Sir.—But that no- 


thing may be left Untried by which we can obtain 
a further Knowledge of the Circumftances of this 


Affair. ſhall haſten to my Appointment with 
that Fenny Cummins | mentioned to you, and ſo, 
Sir, your Humble Servant. 
- Rich. Stay, George, I ſhould be glad to hear 
what that Girl can fay, myſelf ; but as 1 have 
ſome preſſing Buſineſs at Tom's, for Half an Hour 
or ſo, I can't go immediately with you, ſo keep 
her till I come, which will be as ſoon as poſſi- 
ble. | (Exit. 
Y. Meal. Poor Lucy ! Unhappy Sex Where 
the very Villains that betray are the firſt to for- 
lake, expoſe them, and upbraid—Where the very 
Men who have deſtroyed their Innocence are the 


\ firſt to accuſe, to condemn them for a Want of 


Virtue, from an ungenerous Notion that the Wo- 
man who allowed particular Liberties to them, 


| would be equally indulgent to the reſt of Man- 


kind; without once confidering that the Reaſon of 


granting any Liberties at all, aroſe from a partial 


_ Tender» 


| hols. 5 and I'm unhappy. 


a . 
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Tenderneſs to them. Aut, curſe all muſty Re- 


(Exit. | 
SCENE I. 


The Shakeſpear's Head. 


Enter Lucy. , 

Lord! how my Heart flutters —80 near that 
ſcandalous Houſe and alone in a Public Tavern. 
too,—l with Sir {liam had ſcen the Impropriety 
of making me wait for him, or would be very 
ſpeedy in his Coming.— I don't know whether IL 
did right in defiring the Waiter to ſend up a Gen» 
fleman that ſhould enquire for a Lady, I ſhould 
have been more explicit in the Direction, — But 
the Servant can ſhew him, I ſuppoſe. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Loader. 

Load. Madam, I am your moſt obedient, hum- 
He Servant. I am to aſk your Pardon for the 
Miſtake of one of the Waiters, I believe, who has 
ſhewn me into a wrong Room? 


Lacy. O, Sir! there needs no Apology. 


2 Load. Zounds! If I could improve this Oppor- 
' eu 


| (Afide. 
Zacy. I with he'd ſtay tilt Sir Viliam comes. 


(Alde. 
Load. 
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Load. I am infinitely happy, Madam, to have 
ſo favourable an Opportunity of expreſſing my _ 
Senſe of the Obligation you ſo lately conferred on 
me at Sir William's, though I am equally a- 
ſhamed to * there ſhould be any Occaſion 
for it. 

Lucy. O Sir! A mention it AI wiſh it had 
been in my Power to have been more ſerviceable 
to you. 


3 


Y. Weal. Do you, Madam?—I am 10 much 
obliged to you.— Come, Sir, draw. 

Laad. Draw, Sir! for what? 

Y. Weal. No Equivocation, Sir! Draw, or by 
all that's good, I'll kick you round the Room. 

Load. Why, Sir! Pray what haye committed 
now? 

Y. Heal. Didn't I find you with that Lady, 
Sir? 

Laad. And, what then, Sir? | # 

Y. Weal. What then! Do you make Game of 
me, Villain! (Nicks him. 

Load. But, Sir! Sir | 

Y. Weal. What then, Sirrah ? 

Lucy. Pray, Mr. Wealthy, What is the Mat- 
ter? What has the Gentleman done? 
F. meal. What, Madam, are you pleading for 
him again? 
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Lacy. Pleading for him again, Sir! I don't un- 
— EP Ic 8 
N. Weul. No, I ſuppoſe not, Madam; but I 
underſtand you. Didn't I find you together in a 
Tavern, Madam? — A Covent-Garden Tavern 
Madam. —Blaſh! bluſh ! for Shame, if any Spark 


__ Modeſty is left. | 
Load. Zounds! This is better and better; Who 
cou'd have expected this? (Afide. 


Lucy. What do you mean, Sir, (to IVealthy) by 
this Uſage; I don't underſtand you, Sir, I fay 
again! — But if you have any Uneaſineſs on Mr. 
Leader's Account, I aſſure you, you wrong him 
as much as you injure me. | 

Y. Weal. Ay, Madam, do plead for the Gen- 
tleman; but I'll take Care he ſhan't ſtir out of the 
Room till your Father comes. 

Lucy, My Father come! Why, Sir, your Fa- 
ther will be here prefently—and my — ere 
is to wait for him. 

IJ. Meal. And fo not to be alone, you ent for 
Mr. Loader to bear you Company, I ſuppoſe.— 
Come, Sir, fit down there. - © Woman ! 
Woman f 
Lucy. Mr. Loader, Why don't you ſpeak ! 
Were you a Minute in the Room when Mr. 
Wealthy came in ? 
Toad. Not a Minute, upon my Word, Sir 
The Waiter fhewed me into the Room by Mi6. 


Y. Weal. 
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V. Heal. Ay, to be ſure, —You'll be both in a 
Story. 
Lad. I find to be in one Story or to tell the 
Truth is the only Way not to be believed, and ſo 
Fl ſtick to that. (Afide.) I came, Sir, F aſſure 
you, in queſt of another; and Miſs Lucy's leav- 
ing a Direction, That if a Gentleman enquired 
after a Lady he ſhould be ſhewn up to her, has 
occaſioned all this Miftake.— That's all, upon my 
Honour, Sir, | 
V. Veal. Your Honour, Sir 

Lucy. Mr. Wealthy, 1 aſſure you 

Y. Neal. Madam, you may ſpare yourſelf the 
Trouble of apologizing for your Lover, 
or vindicating yourſelf, —I am not to be taken in, 
I affure you. 

Lucy. Sir, I deſpiſe. 

V. Meal. So do I, upon my Word, Madam. 

Lag What, Sir? 

V. Weal. Politeneſs obliges me to mention no 
Names, Madam, but when 1 ſay, I deſpiſe, I 
can't help thinking of your Ladyſhip. 

Lucy. O 'tis mighty well, Sir! I ſcorn any Up- 
braidings. 

I. Meal. And, Madam, I ſhould ſcorn to liſten 
to them. 

Laad. Bravo, — Zounds! Where's Mother Cale 
and Sguintum now. (Aide. 
- Lucy. When Sir William comes, Sir, you may 

find yourſelf miſtaken, —That's all. 

G V. Neal. 
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VF. ral. And when your Father comes, Ma- 
dam, you may find yourſelf miſtaken, — That's 


all. Zounds! What can ſhe mean about Sir 


William! Sure, my Father, ſhe can't imagine will 
turn Pimp for her. (Afide. 

Lucy. O very well, Sir! This is not to be 
borne. (Afide. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Sir Richard Wealthy, Mrs. Cole, Squintum, 
i and Shift. 
Rich. So, George. have been with theſe Gen- 


* Yefolks and perſuaded them to come along with 
me.— They know nothing of the Letter you re- 


cCeived; but confirm every Syllable that Shift has 


told us. 
Y. Neal. Oh, Sir, it needs no Confirmation, 


Look there 


© Richard. Thou Scandal to my Name and Fami- 


ly. 
Lucy. Sir! 

_ Rich. George, — only mind how ſurprized ſhe 
looks ! Why, Madam, was it not enough 
to indulge-a licentious Inclination, when your 
Obftinacy drove you from a Father's Houſe; and 
when, perhaps, the Commiſſion of the Crime 
might be extenuated by the Neceſſity; (if any 
Neceſſity could plead for Loſs of Honour) but 
when your Follies were forgotten; when you was 
agaur received to the Boſom of your Friends, and 


under 


j 
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under a Promiſe of Marriage to a Man you could 


have no ObjeRion to; to be following the infa- 


mous Fellow that ruined you, to a Tavern;. and 
making the Diſgrace of your Family as public as 
yaur own. | 

Lacy. Oh! Sir, hear me ? 

Rich. What can you ſay in juſtification of your 
Conduct? or rather, What can you offer in any 
Manner to excuſe it ? [ ſhall be leſs warm on 
this Occaſion, Lucy, becauſe tis poſſible my own 
Severity might be a Cauſe of your Diſhonour,— 
yet, powerfully as the Tenderneſs of a Father 
may plead in Fayour of an unfortunate Child, 
there is a Juſtice ſtill due to my Family and my- 
ſelf. _—— You ſhall have a Settlement of One 
Hundred Pounds a Year made on you, provided 
vau go an Hundred Miles from Landon; where 
you muſt change your Name, and never ſeek to 
hold the leaſt Intercourſe with any of your Rela- 
tions. My Prayers ſhall not be wanting for your 
Reformation. —— But if I ever hear the leaſt 
Connexion is ſubfiſting between that Raſcal and 
you, my Bounty ſhall he entirely withdrawn, nor 
will I anſwer how far the Anguiſh of a Parent's 
Heart may be induced to beg a Puniſhment from 
Heaven on Filial Diſobedience. 

Lacy. (Hi Tears) Oh! Sir,— This is either all a 
"Miſtake or a groundleſs Accuſation. 

Rich. Wou'd to Heaven it were, for your Sake 
and mine, — for none but a Father can conceive a 


G 2 | Father's 
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Father's Pangs at the Knowledge of a Child's Diſs 
honour. What brought you here? 

Lucy. My Uncle's Commands, whom I ex- 
pect every Moment. 

Rich. Your Uncle's Commands ! ! — For what 
Reaſon, Child? 2 

I. It will better become him to declare it, 
_ 
© Rich. And, how came chai Fellow here? 

Hay. By a Miſtake of the Waiter, Sir. - 

Load. By a Miſtake of the Waiter, indeed, 
Sir. Bravo. (Afide, 
Nich. By a Miſtake of the Waiter. — Ay, you 
. - ©, "Oy 
L! e 

Lacy. By all the hovers above, I am as unſul- 
lied, Sir, in Thought, Word, and Deed, as In- 
fant Innocence juſt born. | 

Nich. Mrs. Cole ! 

Mrs. Cole. Mr. Squintum ] 
dee, Mr. . 1 * 

ol ens Yes can ure you r te Lady's 
— for me, Sir. 
Lac. Why don't you ſpeak, Mr. Loader, and 

| 7-26 this Matter ap. x 
+ Rich. O, don't trouble yourſelf, Mr. Ladder; 
there's nothing un ſay will he Þelieved, 1 
9 r | 

e Tam very glad ont Uo, (Afi. 


SCENE 


, 
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SCENE V. 


Enter Sir William. 


Sir Will. Hey! Who have we here! 
Lic, I aſk your Pardon, my Dear, for keeping 
you ſo long.— So, Brother, you are come to be a 
Witneſs of the Raſcal's Proceedings tob. 

Rich. What Raſcal's Proceedings, Sir? 

Sir Hill. Why, that very pretty modeſt Gentle- 
man there, Mr. George Wealthy. 
T. Meal. Sir 
Rich. How ! 

Shift. What the Devil's the Matter, now ? 

Mrs. Cole. What are they about, Mr. a 
tum? : 

Squint. Nay, Mrs. Cole, 1 can't imagine. 
Nothing to ſpoil our Defign, now, I hope. 

Sir Will. So, Sir! you muſt go follow your 
old Courſes of Whore-hunting after your pre- 
tended Reformation, and the very Evening tos 


before your Marriage with a Woman you de- 


clared yourſelf paſſionately fond of. 


FV. Meal. I don't underſtand you, Sir! 

Shift. No! The young Fellow is in the right 
to underſtand nothing that makes againſt him- 
ſelf. (Afide. 
Sir Will. See here, Brother, a Letter the Fel- 
low received from one of the Covent- Garden La- 
dies, and an Appointment to meet her at this 
FE > Houſe. 
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Houſe.—— Fane Cummins, Sir, do you know her, 
Sir? 

Mrs. Cole. How ! Fenny Cummins, Sir? 

Sir Will. Yes, Fenny Cummins, Mrs. Greaſy- 
Mrs. Cale. O the Ingratitude of this wicked 
World, Mr. Squiztum ! You know what a2 
Friend I have been to that Jade; and yet you 
ſee ſhe endeavours to draw my Cuſtomers to 
another Houſe. 

Squant. Ingratitude, Mrs. Cole, we are not to 
be furprized at while we ſojourn in this wicked 
World, more eſpecially from People who are not 
Ready in their Attachments at the Tabernacle. —I 
always thought Mrs. Cale, there was a great deal of 
what you call the blaſted Brim about that Huſſey. 
Mrs. Cole. Truly, I think ſo too, Mr. Squintum. 

Sir Will. What a Pox brought this canting, 
Ay pocritical Couple amongſt you, Brother? — 
Well, fee this Letter, Have I found you out, Sir ?— 
AK this good Girl's Pardon immediately, for the 
Abule of her Confidence. and thank her for ex- 
erting her Intereſt in your Behalf, for nothing 
ele can reconcile you to my Favour, I affure 
Fon, Sir. 

F. Meal. (To Sir Richard) Be fo-good, Sir, asto 

<lear up this Matter to my Father, for it won't 

become me to make Reflections upon any one's 
Conduct but my own. ö 

Sir Will. What, Sir, do you laugh at me? 
I. Heal. Who I, Sir? 


Sir 


\ 
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Sir Will. Yes, you, Sir, —But I tell you what, 
Sir, I ſhall take Care to keep your Pockets as 
empty as your Head, till your only Pretenſions to 
Gentility ariſes from your Credit at the Taylor's. 


Lucy, give me your Hand, promiſe me to forget 


that Fellow, and I'll make a Woman of you. 
Shift. He'll make a Woman of her—Well faid, 
Old Square-toes. (Afide. 
Sir Will. It won't become you to make Reflec- 
tions on any Body's Conduct but your own, won't 
it I wiſh you would begin to reflect George, 


for I am really aſhamed of you. 


Y. Weal. Why, dear Sir? 
Rich. Pray, Brother, moderate your Paſſion a 
little, and hear a proper Account of the whole 


Matter. 
Sir Will. Well, let's hear a proper Account of 


the whole Matter. 


Rich. Why then, Sir, your Son is innocent. 
Sir Fill. And this you call a proper Account 


— of the whole Matter. 


Rich. Nay, but pray don't interrupt me.— 
This unfortunate Girl, Lacy — 

Sir Vill. You may well call her unfortunate, 
for the young Dog will make her Heart ache. 
T. Well. Sir! 

Rich. Nay, pray hear me !—Poor Lacy, during 
her Continuation with this infamous Woman— 

Mrs. Cole. Infamous Woman! Lord have Mer- 
cy on us! I an infamous Woman, Mr. Squintum | 

Sum. Heaven help their filly Heads, Mrs. Cole. 
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Shift. [To them.] Zounds ! be quiet, don't you 
ſee how they are confuſing Matters themſelves. 
Mrs. Cole. What a danin'd ſwearing Fellow he 
- is, Mr. Squintum. 

Sin. An errant Reprobate, Mrs. Cole. 

Sir Mill. 1 with the Devil would be kind enough 
to run away with Mr. Sauintum, and take you with 
"him, Mrs. Cole. 

Mrs. Cole. Do you hear the Blaſphemer, Mr. 
. | 

Squirt. O never mind him, Mrs. Cale. f 

Loader. Zounds ! can't you be quiet a Moment. 

Mrs. Cole: Oh! Mr. Sguinmtum. 

uin. Ay, Mrs. Cole. 

Rich. Sir, ſhall I beg the Fayour of your Si- 
lence? [To Squint.] and, Madam, may I hope 
you'll be kind enough to hold your Tongue. [T9 
Ars. Cole.] 

Squint. and Mrs. Cale. Well !— 

Nich. Lucy, I fay, Brother, during her Conti- 
tance with that venerable Lady, has been ruined 
by that Raſcal Loader. 

Sir Will. Ay. 

"Lacy. Sir; as I hope for Tb Sir Will 

Rich.” Don't interrupt me Child-----has been 
ruined by Mr. Loader ; and I find by her having 
the Fellow with her here, ſhe is extremely fund 
of him too. s 
Sir Mill. Av. 

\ Rich: And this Letter your Son has received, 


ad; which has made you fo angry, was written 
_ to 
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to inform! him of ſome Matters that might jet him 
into the Light of the Whole Affair, which every 
one here has already acquainted us with. 

Sir Will. It's all a damn'd Lye.—Lacy, give me 
your Hand—Brother, I am ſurprized that a Man 
of your Senſe ſhould be ſo cafily impoſed on by 
a damn d Set of Raſcals What would you take 
the Word of an old abominable Bawd? 

Mrs. Cole. Old abominable Bawd, Mr. Squintum. 
Squint. We muſt all ſuffer in this World, Mrs. Cole. 
Sir Will. A canting methodiftical Scoundrel. 

Sguint. Acanting methodiftical Scoundrel, Mrs, 
Cole. 

Mrs. Cale. We muſt all ſuffer in this W rorld, Mr, 
Squiutum. 

Sir Jill. An infamous cheating Raſcal, a Game- ; 
ſter. 

Shift. An infamous cheating Raſcal, a Game- 
ſter, Mr. Loader. 

Loader. We muſt all ſuffer in this World, as the 
Doctor ſays, Mr. Shift. 

Sir Will. A ſcandalous Utenſil for every vil- 
Lab Purpoſe z a Mimic. 

Load. A ſcandalous Utenfil for every villainous 

Purpote, a Mimic, Mr. Shift. 
Shift. Yes, I find we muſt all luſer in this 
World, Mr. Loader. a 

Sir Will. And a ridiculous Letter from a com- 
mon Proſtitute; a Set of People whoſe Intereſt 
is inſeparably connected; and who, from being 
diſappointed in their Defigns on my poor Girl in 

H one 
| 8 
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one Quarter; and my Blockhead of a Son in 
another, have entered into 2 villainous Scheme 
of -defiroying her Reputation and his Happineſs : 
And you ſenſibly liſten to every Thing they ſay, 
and won't allow my {ſweet Girl to ſpeak a fingle 
Word in her own Defence. I tell you what, Bro- 
ther— You are Fool,— And I tell you what, 
George—Y ou are a Coxcomb. And, Lacy, my 
dear, I tell you what, —You never ſhall want a 
Father i in Will Wealthy. 

Lucy. Oh! Sir, you are all Goodneſs. 

Rich. Oh, Sir, you may pique yourſelf on 
your own Penetration as much as you pleaſe, but 
Im afraid you'll find who's the Fool at laſt —— 
They can't all be in a Scheme againſt her,— and 
a little more Decency in your Expreſſion, I don't 
think would be much amiſs; ſo ſince you are fo 


;, obliging to provide for that Girl, I'll take care 


that your Son's Pocket ſhan't be quite ſa empty 
as ſome, People's Heads; for I ſcorn to be under 
an Obligation. —Mrs. Cole, you ſay that this Girl 
was intimate with Loader? | 

Mrs. Cole. If I was going out of this W orld, it 
would be one of the laſt Things I'd ſay. 

Sir Will. And one or tic firſt you d be damn'd 
for in the next. | 


© Squint. Have you no Senſe of Religion, Sir 
e 7 


Mrs. Cole. No Notion of a Future State ? 
Squnt. No Idea of your Duty here? 
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Mrs. Cole. Nor any Thought of a Puniſhment 
hereafter? 

Sir Will. If you don't hold your Tongues, 
this Moment, I'll kick you both. round the 
Room. 

Rich. Yes, kick a Clergyman, and a poor 
old Woman,— It will be much to the Credit of 
your Reputation. 

Squint. You ſhould hunger after Truth, Sir 
IWillam. 

Mrs. Cole. And thirſt after Righteouſneſs. 

Squint. You ſhould deſpiſe all worldly Her. 
Mrs. Cole. And go to the Tabernacle. 

Sir Will. What, are they Mad, —Hold, Sir, a 
Moment — Lucy, You hear what theſe ſcanda- 
lous People alledge. To cut the Matter ſhort, 
at one Word, is it not a moſt villanous Ac- 
cuſation? 

Lu. As ever the Tongue of F alſhood ut- 
tered. 

Mrs. Cole. Conſider what a dreadtul Thing it 
is to lye, Mrs. Lucy. 

Squint. Conſider your precious Soul, Na- 


dam. 


Mrs. Cole. Suppoſe you were to dic this Mo- 
ment, Mrs. Lucy. 


Squint. Where would you go the next, Ma- 
dam? 


1 2 


Lucy. | 
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Lu. As for you; Madam, I have already 
- experienced your Regard for me: — And, Sir, 
I am pretty well acquainted with your Doctrine 
and Principles. I deſpiſe: you both and your 
utmoſt Malevolence ; and had not your Accuſa- 
tion made ſome Impreſſion on Perſons ſo truly 
dear to me, I ſhould not have thought cither of 


"you worth an Anſwer. 
SCENE VII. 


Enter Jenny Cummins. 

Fenny. Mr. Wealthy, Your Servant. — I have 
been an ' uneaſy Overhearer of your Conyer- 
fation' this Half-Hour, and would have put an 
End to the whole Debate, but my Fears of that 
wicked Woman, in whoſe Power I unhappily 
am at preſent, prevented me: However, let the 
Conſequence be what it will, their villainous 

Defign ſhall be diſcovered. — Miſs Lacy is inno- 
cent, and you are abuſed, 

Y. Meal. How! My dear Jenny, ſpeak ? 
Mrs. Cole. O, you wicked Creature, Have 
vou no Notion of a Place . hereafter ? — Why, 
you Brim, do you think any Body will believe 
you, when you bring my Cuſtomers to ano- 
ther Houſe.—But remember, Miſtreſs, you owe 
me Five and Forty odd Pounds for Diet, Lod- 
ging and Cloaths; and take Care that you have 
ſomebody to bail you, preſently, for the Writ 
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ſhall be put into the Officer's Hands immedi- 
ately. 

Jen. Why, let it. — my Life to be 
the Conſequence! unhappy as I am myſelf, let 
me never be in the leaſt acceſſary to have ſo 
much Goodneſs abuſed, (to Lucy) or ſo much 
Merit diſappointed, . (to X. Weal.) 

T. Weal. How | Fenny, you was not acceſ- 
ſary, I hope? 

Fenny. No, Sir, — But the Perſon who knows 
of any villainous Defign, to the Prejudice of In- 
nocence and Virtue, may be in a great Mea- 
ſare reckoned acceſſary by keeping it con- 
cealed. 

Sir Will. I proteſt, Madam, you ſurpriſe me! 
nor did ] expect to find Sentiments ſo noble in 

any Perſon of your Profeſſion.——Y ou may pro- 
ceed with your Story without any Fear of that 
Lady's Anger, and be aſſured of my utmoſt 4 a- 
vour and Protection. 

Fenny. Y ou are very good, Sir. Miſs Luq's un- 
fortunate Deliverance, Sir, the Diſappointment of 
Mr. Loader, and the Diſmiſſion of Mr. Shift; the 
Puniſhment you intended to inflict on Mrs. Cale; 
and your Abuſe of this worthy Gentleman in 
Black, joined to ſome Hopes the pious Lady 
entertained, if her Scheme ſucceeded, of ſeeing 
Miſs Lucy once more deſtitute and friendleſs; and. 
by that Means the Poſſibility of getting her again 
into her Power, were the only Reaſons, I believe, 

for 
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for entering into a Reſolution of deſtroying the 

Peace and Honour of your Family. 

Mrs. Cole. Lord have Mercy on her! Mr. 
Squntum, Did you ever hear gs an infernal Way 
ing damn'd ſcandalous | 

Sim. Down on your Keridhs: this Motnetit 
Jump, and afk Pardon of the whole Company 
for this terrible Falſhood, or the Ground will 
immediately open and ſxallow you 8 for- 
ever. 

Ns. Cele. Kneel, this ont, Huſſy, and 
aſk Forgiveneſs. 

Sguint. Conſider you . have a FT rer 


Mrs. Cole. Conſider the Worm 920 never ties, 
Huſſey. 
Squirt.” The Fire that is never bed 


Mrs. Cole. The Weeping and Wailing, Huſſey. 
Squint. The Gnaſhing of Teeth, Fenny. 
Mrs. Cole. What won't you Kneel down, 

_ Huſſey. 

Squirt. Are you not afraid the Ground will 
open and ſwallow you up, my 

Mrs. Cole. No, You are reſerved for a more 

dreadful Puniſhment hereafter, Huſſey ! | 

Sun. My Reputation, Sir, [To Sir William] 
will, 1 believe, add no inconfiderable Weight to 

any Thing I aſſert, if the Truth could ever want 

ſupporting, and though it may be alledged I am. 

_ in we Company of Publicans and Sin- 


ners, 
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ners, the World knows my Deſign is not to, 
ſhare in their Vanities, but to lead them from 
the Errors of their Ways. He that is Whole 
needeth no Phyſician; and twou'd be a needleſs 
Trouble to be always preaching to the Righteous: 
I ſhall ſtand in need, therefore, of no further Pre- 
face to vindicate my Conduct; and will ſolenin- 
I aſſure you, the young Woman herſelf, du- 
ring her Refidence at Mrs. Cale's, with Tears, 
( for. I verily, believe the Seeds of Repent- 
ance have been ſown in her Heart) confeſſed that 
Leader had undone her. 

Sir Will. Scandalous, deſpicable, hy pocritical 
Villain,—l ſee your poor Deſign, and Vengeance 
ſhall repay it. What, a Clergyman, a Minifter 
of Heaven, an Expounder of the Sacred Oracles 
of Truth, whoſe Life ought.to be the cleareſt - 
Imitation of his glorious Maſter's Conduct, join 
in a Scheme, a damnable Deſign, to blaſt the 
Flowers of Innocence and deftroy. the very Root 
of Virtue; enter into a; League with an abo- 
minable Woman, whoſe Profeſſion ſhould render 
her the Contempt, the Abhorrence of Mankind, 
to ruin the Peace and Honour ga worthy Family 
that never wronged you. prizing that in 


a Neighbourhood where Jufti@® boaſts of her Vi- 


gilance, ſheſhonld be blind! Or, thatſuch a Num- 
þer of infernal Houſes ſhould be tollerated in a 
Country fraught with the nobleſt Sentiments 


of 
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of Humanity, and governed by the beſt of 
Laws. 

t. 1 ſee we are all in the wrong Bos 1.5 
Ichink 1 M tack about, and make my Peace with 
Sd Dryboots. (A/ide * Sir, I have been a damn'd 
Raſcal; and T own it; 1 don't know whether ! 
mould hope for Pardon, or whether you ought 


t grant it; but when I affure you I was inftigated 


by this Son of 2 Bitch of a Preacher, and this 


Bitch of a Whore of à Bawd, and thought myſelf 


not quite ſo well uſed in your Affair, as I had Rea- 
ſon to expect, I hope you may be induced to 


Sverlock that Part I have acted in this curſed 


Day's Work, as I ſhall be ready to prove in any 
Court of juſtice, the Truth of whatever Charge 
you may exhibit againft them both. © 

Sir Mill. Upon that Condition, Sir, you may 
may expect to be forgiven—Bur George, why don't 
ly" fey ſomething to Lucy. 

V. Weal. Sir, my Heart's fo full on this Occa- 
fon, that I cannot find” Words to aſk the dear 
Girl's Pardon for the Uneafineſs I have given her; 
but as the Confuſion was general, the Miſtake ſhe 
kboured under her Side, will, I hope, incline 
her to forgive ety on mine. 
Ui. 1 think, my dear Coz. your forgetting 
that Letter was à very fortunate ee 


for without the little Confufion it occafioned 


want ſee how Matters would have been ſo-happily 
xeconciled—But don't think I was jcalous of you 
£7 ay 
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I muſt not allow you to flatter yourſef ſo much 
as to think I was jealous of you when I followed 
you to the Tavern, to ſurprize you with this La- 
dy, to whom I think we are both not a little in- 
debted. 

Y. Weal. Engaging Sweetneſs ! Oh! LA 

Lucy. No Raptures now, dear Coz. I beg of you, 
for Mr. Loader is not gone out of the Room *. 

Y. Neal. Very well, Madam, 

Fenny. I believe I can clear up that Affair too. 
Perhaps all the Company may not be informed 
that Mr. Loader is che Author of my Ruin; how- 
ever, he js ſo, and though his Behaviour has made, 
me really deſpiſe him, yet the fooliſh Woman in 
my Heart obliges me to love him ſtill; an unſuc- 
ceſsful Run at Cards after his Detection at Sir 
William's, had reduced him to fome Neceſſity, 
and as I expected a Sum of Money that Evening, 
from a Gentleman, I defired Mr. Loader would 
call on me here, and he aſking for a Lady, was, 
by Miſtake, I ſuppoſe, ſhewn up to Miſs. Lacy, 
and ſo cauſed all Mr. Wealthy's Uncaſineſs after- 
wards. 

Rich. Madam, Lam a Perſqn greatly obliged | 
by your Behaviour to-day, and if any Thing in 
my Power can be conducive to your Intereſt, I 
ſhall take it as a Favour if you command me.— 
O Lucy! forgive my Raſnneſs, and be henceforth 
aſſured of your Father's greateſt Confidence and 
Eſteem. 7 ah 


1 Lucy, 
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Dip. O, Sir, you tad? all the Reaſon in de 
| World to imagine . 
"Rich. No more. The Hundred a Year Ptatk- 
ed of to you, ſhall be ſettled on this Lady for 
Life, — for I am convinced, if it was in her Power 
to live without her Errors, ſhe would forſake them: 
But as for Mrs. Cole, Squintum; and Loader they 
ſhall: experience the utmoſt Severity of the 
77 3 if an Ar Pounds can buy 
it. 
| vp. Sr, you ret me with. your 
Goodnefs! But if 1 _— preſume to beg an 
. Favour,— 
2 Any Thing in my Power, Madam. 
Mr. Loader, Sir? 

Fe. 1 -underftand you. Lot che 
be ſhall be forgiven; and if you think the Ras 
cal's marrying you would be any Satisfaction, it 
hall be on that Conſideration. 9 

je. Lord, Sir, —— I don't know ! — Blefs 
me! — What thall 1'do! ——— No, Sir, I de- 
ſpair of reclaiming Mr. Loader from his Fol- 
lies; and though I muſt love him, I would not 
chooſe to be married to any Man that might up- 
braid me with my paſt Life, and on whom I muſt 
look with Contempt. | 

Sir Mill. Generous Girl! 

Imp. Beſides, Sir, I could not bear to nk 1 ; 
was more obliged to the Laws for his e 
you: —— 5 5 


v. fal | 
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V. ral. Why, how like a Fool you look, now, 
Loader 

Licy. Sure, the greateſt Pain in the whole 
World, is to receive an Obligation from _ One 
we Have imared. 

Load. I don't know whit to ſay! — If I pro- 
miſe to reform, no one will believe me; and I 
muſt put ĩt into Execution before I can aſk them 
to take my Word. | 

Sir Will. Only mind the Methodiftical Couple, 
here! Only fee how they look! Not a Word, 
Mrs. Coler © 

V. Neal. Not a Syllable, Mr. Squintum: | 

Rich. No Notion of your Duty, here, Mrs. 
Cole! 

Lucy. Nor of a Puniſhment, hereafter, Mr. 
Squintum |! | 

Sir Will. An Enthuſiaſtic Raſcal hat 

frightens the Ignorant out of their Wits, and af- 
terwards picks their Pockets. 
Rich. A Set of People who imagine they have 
a Right to commit any Crime they , pleaſe all 
Day, provided. they. go to the Tabernacle in 
the Evening. 

Sir Will. Who think Works of no Manner 
of Service: 

Rich. And place their all in Faith. 

Y. Weal. What'do #H think of a Tg 


Mr. Squintum ! © 
Sir Will. What do you think of a Cart, Mrs, 


Cole / 


. Weal. 
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V. Meal. Of being prought 1 before our Su- 
8 Mr. Sguintum 

Sir Mill. And heartily flogged, Nis Cale. 

... Rick. Come, Brother, they are not worth your 
wake at: Any Man of Senſe muſt deſpiſe their 
| Doctrine and deteſt their Principles ——Let it be 
our Buſineſs to put the Laws in force againſt thoſe 
Scandals to Society. Do you inform his Su- 
periors of Mr. Squintum and 1 ſhall take Care 
no Corext- Garden Juſtice takes Cognizance of 
Mrs. Cole. Now, George, here, take Lucy, 
before their Faces, and let them ſee the. Succeſs 
of their. Deſigns. TT EE PET IDO 

V. Meal. You need not with me 5 unhap 2 
py than to be inſenſible of the _— — 
r 4.47 4 dh 
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D Let all Mankind this mighty Moral know, 
"That Virtue only makes us bleft, below; 
_ That Truth and Honour MH ar- found to prove” 
Nee Sweets of Friendſhip—and the Trvs of Love; . 

Aud the” Hypocriſy uſurp their Mien. 

-- And fears to let the vicious Form be ſcon;, © 
Kill wurd Pangs and ſure Contempit it draus, 
Au is, at once, the Puni een and Cane. 
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